
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



Florence Kiper Frank 

Remembering swiftly, 
Death too is a mother! 

But now her lashes curl delicately, 
The blue veins of her eyelids 
Show sweetly in the soft skin, 
Her red mouth droops slowly. . . . 

Hovering over 
The child she is holding 
Is Sleep, the white mother, 
With arms enfolding! 

ELF-CHILD 

They'll get your rollicking spirit pretty soon, 

Taming you to the observances of days. 

They'll teach you how to tread the ordered maze, 

Little wild baby dancing under the moon — 

Not to go prancing at the call of the loon, 

Mad little darling of the runaways! 

Of conversation, manner, prim delays 

They'll tell you — and nice use of the fork and spoon. 

Oh please, oh please don't let it be all wasted 
That you from streams have drunk a dear delight, 
You who have lived with faery and have tasted 
Delicate rumors, stirrings of the sprite. 
Do sometimes put your fingers to your nose, 
And still go dancing on your little toes! 
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